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How to troll the world in one easy move 


Author's Notes: 

Just in case you have been living under a rock this last week there was a huge story about the Foo splitting 
up amidst rumors of Dave going solo and an argument between Dave and Taylor. The media picked it up and 
ran with it leading to an official announcement from the band. It was hilarious and just one of the reasons why 
| love this band. This is just a short story on my take on how it went down. 


Here is a link to the announcement in case you haven't seen it. 


Official Band Announcement 


"What the fuck Dave?" Taylor bawled at Dave down the phone. "What the fuck is this ‘going solo’ shit?" 
"What the fuck Tay?" Dave roared back. "What the fuck is this ‘indefinite hiatus’ shit?" 


Dave hurled his pen against the wall of his office, if Taylor had been physically present he wasn't sure he 


wouldn't have thrown something at his drummer. 


"Just admit it D, you want it, you want to go solo. We're not good enough for you anymore.” Taylor kicked the 
wall, he probably would have kicked Dave if he had been there. 


"That's rich coming from you T" Dave sneered down the phore, "You've been wanting to be a singer for years, 


you hate that I'm the frontman and you're stuck behind the kit at the back." 


"Fuck you Dave." Taylor spat the words covering his phone in spittle. "Go be some big fucking solo star. Go 


make shitty mediocre music for the generic masses. | don't give a fuck. I'm done with it" 

Taylor disconnected the call, he shoved the phone in his pocket and walked back towards his car which was 
parked in the parking lot of the restaurant where he had just had lunch. He didn't notice the journalist hiding 
behind a nearby car who was now on the phone to his editor with the story of the week. Hell, it was the story 
of the decade. 
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"Damage limitation," the media guy said, "you need to limit the damage. Get some kind of statement out there. 


lts all over the press and the fan boards are going crazy.’ 


"Why?" Dave smirked. "There are always rumors about us splitting up after every tour. Same shit different 


hiatus." 


"Because this time there is actually something to it." The media guy glanced at Taylor who was sitting across 


the room with his cap pulled down over his eyes and a scowl on his face. 
"Some unsubstantiated shit in the gutter press. Big fucking deal." Dave barked a laugh. 


"Ermm, there is that stuff about you and Taylor arguing. | believe that is true." The media guy shifted 


uneasily in his seat under the icy stare from the brunette singer. 
"Taylor needs to be more careful where he has his conversations." Dave glared at Taylor. 
Taylor shrugged. "Dave needs to be more careful about doing shit on his own without the rest of us." 


"That isn't really helping." Nate sighed. "We need to do something to put everyone's minds at rest." 


"Why should we?" Dave ran a hand over his beard. "And anyway so what if it is true” 
"What the fuck? Are you saying that you are going solo?" Chris stared at the singer. 
"Dave, you are fucking joking aren't you?" Nate choked out 

"Motherfucker." Pat snarled, "Mother—fucking-fucker.” 


Dave glanced at his bandmates. "Don't act so fucking surprised, we all knew this was coming at some point. 


Twenty years was a good run 


"And you didn't think to talk to us about it?" Chris clenched his hands into fists, he was fucking close to 
punching Dave in the face. 


"Now you know how | felt yesterday." Taylor muttered. "Fucking hurts doesn't it?" 


"Fuck Dave. You really want to do it like this? No discussion, just ‘fuck you I'm off on my own'?" Nate couldn't 


get his head round what Dave was saying. 

"Motherfucker." Pat repeated. "Mother-fucking-fucker." 

The media guy jumped out of his seat, he was afraid he was going to be caught in a massive Foo Fighters 
fight. "I think you guys need time to talk. I'll leave it with you. Call me when you have come to a decision on 
how to move forward." 

The man scuttled out of the room leaving the five bandmates alone. 


‘Its time." Dave scrubbed a hand through his hair and closed his eyes. "We should make a statement." 
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Dave informed the media department that a statement was imminent and a notice was put up on all the bands 
media outlets. The press went wild; more speculation on the future of the band, more news stories, more hype. 
The band had put together a video statement which only close management had been allowed to view before 
its release in case it was leaked, and the media guys prepared themselves for the barrage of calls they felt 


sure would be fielding after the statements release. 
The video hit you tube and the press, as anticipated, went apeshit. 


Not because the band were splitting up but because the band had trolled the whole fucking world including 


their own people. There was no split, no solo career, the band was as together as they always had been. 


The spoof video poked fun at all the rumors with Dave plotting his solo career and the rest of the band 
auditioning for his replacement. The video ended with the words 

For the millonth time, we're not breaking up. And nobody's going fucking solo. 

Back in studio 606 the band were laughing their collective asses off. 

"Man, that was fucking hilarious." Chris grinned as he took a chug from his beer bottle. 


Nate giggled. "| never thought we would pull it off." 


"Holy fucking shit, that was the most fun I've had in years." Taylor bounced on his feet high-fiving the rest of 


the men. "Having that fake phone argument was fucking rad." 
"Motherfucker." Pat laughed. "Mother-fucking-fucker." 


Dave refreshed the internet feed to read the comments rolling in from around the world. A huge grin split his 


face as he read the hundreds of comments from news agencies and fans. 


"And that boys is how you beat the fucking trolls." Dave raised his beer and took a long swallow. "No one out 
trolls the Foo." 


